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straight, tied in a bunch that resembled an inferior paint-brush).
Winston also had extended an invitation to write to him. I
must have let myself " go " to my full resentment against my
shut-up-ness, for Winston replied:
" My dear Clare, do not be low-spirited. It is something after
all to be fed and clothed and sheltered : more than most people
in the world obtain without constant and unwearying toil. Cultivate
a philosophical disposition ; grow pretty and wise and good. ..."
I felt rather crushed by this and wondered (and still wonder)
how he knew that it was " something to be housed and clothed
and fed.11 He who had never known want. But I appre-
ciated the point, recalling to mind those dreadful starving
people who used to gibber at me when I was small and who
still haunted me in the dark. I tried to feel thankful for my
roof, my food and my most detestable black convent uniform,
but I did not venture to write to him again.
Shane was different.    He wrote :
" Darling Clare, you see I, true to my contract, am writing to
you just as I shall for the next fifty weeks or so until you come back.
Not a Sunday will I miss. If I am ill, however bad, I will dictate
and have it sent to you. So you may know that only death can be
the cause of a non-arrival."
He always urged me to work and to read worth-while things.
At fourteen he was raving about The Pickwick Papers and about
Carlyle's French Revolution. My weekly replies I regarded as
a sacred commitment, and he assured me that " the happiest
half-hour of the week is when I read your delightful letters."
Our friendship seems to have been of the most devoted char-
acter. At the end of a term when I knew him to be almost
on the verge of collapse from overwork, he wrote:
"... you said you would excuse me from writing to you during
trials. Please don't. I take a pleasure in writing to you, and it
doesn't interfere at all with my trials because I begin to work them
up early. I have found out from experience that it is the best plan.
Most boys only just work it up before the exam, if at all. It is curious
to observe the boys you do your trials with. (They mix up the whole
school so you may work in a room with boys you have never seen
before.) There is the boy with a book learning up to the last moment;
he comes out grave; he has overfilled his brain and clone badly.
There is the college genius who has no need to look up trials but goes
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